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Certain pictures and textual 
material in this edition may differ 
from that contained in 

copies circulated outside Canada 
due to the publisher's 

compliance with tariff code 9956 of 
the Canadian Customs Tariff. 


Our cover features Pet of the Month 


Diana Van Laar, who was 
photographed by Philip Mond. Her 
pictorial begins on page 99. 
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TO CAICH A THIEF 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY CARL WACHTER 


The night air lay cold and heavy over Chicago. There was something about it that 
Dick could almost taste. By day a secretary for a private investigator, she 
lived in a world of her own invention at night—a world of excitement and intrigue. 
The players were always different, but the game was always the same. 

Dick was itchy, hot for a chase. At the sound of her two-way wristwatch, she felt a 
familiar shiver. “Dick, this is Tracy,” purred a breathless voice. “Can you 
read me?” “Like a book, doll,” Dick replied. Tracy! No. 1 on Dick’s most-wanted 
list, she was a cool-handed lady who didn't miss a trick. "I 
just broke out of the joint and heisted some ice,” Tracy said, “so come and get me, 
copper.” This is one case that would bring its own special reward, Dick 
thought. She didn’t get her name for nothing. She grabbed her hat and coat, care- 
fully concealed her piece, and hit the pavement, hot on Tracy's scent. 
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Dick quickly cornered her prey in their own pri- 
vate speakeasy. "You make ittoo easy, 
Tracy,” purred Dick. "It ain't over yet,” the jailbird 
chirped. “This ain't the movies!" 
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“Where's the 
loot?” Dick 
demanded. 
“My lips 

are sealed,” 
quipped 
Tracy. Not 
for long, 
thought the 
detective. 
Not for long. 
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Astripandsearch was prob- Knowing that her suspect 
ably Dick's favorite part packed a mean pair of 38s, 

of the job, and she dove in- though, meant she’d have 
to it at the drop of a hat. to proceed carefully. 


"I'm gonna 
have to blow 


you... 

away,” Dic 
said. The 
two wrestled 
furiously as 
Dick exam- 
ined the evi- 
dence, bared 
the facts, 
and found 
the loot. 
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Tracy tried, vainly, to 
give Dick the slip, but 
it was the slammer 
for her. There'd be no 
pussyfooting on 


Dick's beat. O- 


CONTINUED 
NEXT 
MONTH! 
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DIANA 


@When I want to make love with someone, | wait. But when it’s time, | give him 
that special look, that special kiss—men are very smart about that.® 
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ts a good feeling when men— 
or even women—look at me in appreciation. It’s 
nice to have that extra reinforcement.® 


n exotic desert island, crystal-clear waters, 
open blue skies, palm and banana trees, an 
intimate hut for two—so begins the favorite fan- 
tasy of our December Pet of the Month, Dutch- 
born-and-bred Diana Van Laar. “| enjoy imagining 
the fun we could have building a home and keep- 
ing ourselves occupied,” she explains. “It would be 
just like the movie Blue Lagoon." In the real world, 


Diana's ideas about a romantic encounter are 
much more down-to-earth, though not a bit com- 
monplace. “Although the perfect date—if money 
were no object—would be dinner in Paris, great 
champagne, and a luxury hotel suite, | can go to 
the corner store for an ice-cream soda and if the 
man is romantic, nice, and sweet to me, it would be 
just as heavenly.” 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY PHILIP MOND 
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After taking these pictures, 
I feel like my whole 
body is beautiful. | hope 
that people will 
see me and get pleasure.® 


A successful fashion model in her native Holland, 21-year-old Diana 

hopes to reach a wider audience through Penthouse. “| would like to 

be a famous model all over the world, like Paulina.” Madonna is a 

favorite of our Christmas Pet. She is beautiful, has a great body, is 

strong sexually, andis a businesswoman,” Diana explains. “She has 

been successful by herself and without care for others’ opinions. 
Plus, | love her music.” 


“| was insecure about my looks when | 
was younger,” Diana confesses, “but af- 
ter taking these pictures, | feel like my 
whole body is beautiful. | hope that peo- 
ple will see me and get pleasure.” 


“It's a good feeling when men—or even women—look 
асте in appreciation,” she adds. "I think | look good, 
but it's nice to have that extra reinforcement.” With hob- 
bies like jogging, horseback riding, and aerobics, Di- 
ana maintains her head-turning 36-24-35 figure easily. 


i 
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"I may have expensive tastes, but I'm happy 

with my life,” she says. “I’m actually rather do- 

mestic. The wildest thing I've ever done is take 

my father’s car without permission when | was a 
teenager and go joyriding.” 


“In many ways I'm just an old-fashioned girl,” 
adds our yuletide Pet. "When | want to make 
love with someone, | make myself wait. But 
when it's time, | give him that special look, that 
special kiss—men are very smart about that.” 


EITHER, 


y 
КУУУ УУУУ, 


When Shirley Cumpanas met 
Marlon Brando’s tormented son, 
she was married to another 
man... but she couldn't resist the 
adventure. Now the thrills are 
over and Shirley walks away from 
the nightmare into a new 
life that begins on these pages. 


MY WILD AFFAIR 


WITH CHRISTIAN 


: St 


Tes men are in a room, an 
argument breaks out,a gun 
is fired, and a bullet fatally 
makes its way into the neck of 
one of them. No big deal—or- 
dinarily. Not in the last decade 
of twentieth-century America, 
where one more violent trag- 
edy usually becomes just an- 
other statistic added to our 
soaring rate of homicides. The 
incident is one that could be 
reduced to a few lines in the 
back pages of the local news- 
paper, dismissed as rapidly as 
yesterday's weather report. 
Usually. 

But when the shooting takes 
place in the home of Marlon 
Brando—America's greatest 
and most famous film star— 
and the accused is his son, a 
personal tragedy becomes an 
international sensation. For the 
first and only time in his life, 
Christian Brando's celebrity 
eclipses his father's. It is now 
a big deal. 

“Where is a feather dropped 
by a sea gull on the heads of 
2,000 persons going to land? There are too many un- 
knowns.” That was Marlon Brando's response when he 
was asked if the tragedy could have been averted. 

The woman pictured on these pages has a different 
reaction to the events of that evening. Shirley Cum- 
panas, as Earl Miller's photographs attest, is an excit- 


BRANDO 


ing, sensual woman who 
loved—and still loves—the 
fast-lane thrills she's experi- 
enced. Everyone wants to 
know about Christian Brando 
now, and Shirley knows that 
this is her moment to seize the 
media spotlight. But, like many 
beautiful women, Shirley is 
also thrilled to turn men on. 
Knowing that Penthouse's mil- 
lions of readers will be looking 
at these pictures gives Shirley 
some of the first happy and 
relaxing moments she's known 
since the fear and violence 
that had been building for 
years finally exploded in 
headlines. 

There is no real disagree- 
ment about what happened on 
the night of May 16, 1990, in- 
side Marlon Brando's 12-room 
house in the Santa Monica 
Mountains: While he was in- 
volved in a confrontation with 
Dag Drollet—the boyfriend of 
Christian's half-sister, Chey- 
enne, and the father of her 
then unborn child—a fatal shot 
was fired from a gun in Christian's hand. The two men 
were alone in the living room at the time. 

What is at issue is how that shot was fired. According 
to Los Angeles Deputy District Attorney Steven Bar- 
shop, “The case is criminal homicide.” Christian dis- 
agrees: “We were both in a fit of rage, and the gun went 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY EARL MILLER 
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off... . We struggled, and blewy—he's 
dead.” The issue will be resolved le- 
gally in a Los Angeles courtroom, but 
whatever the outcome, Shirley will never 
forget the Christian she loved—or the 
Christian she feared. 

She was Christian's friend for several 
years, and they were lovers for some 
of that time. In many ways Shirley's story 
provides insight not only into the tor- 


tured man who was obsessed with her, 
but also into the seamy underside of 
our own obsession with stars and their 
families—and our cruel sport of forcing 
these often frail and damaged crea- 
tures into reflecting a fantasy exis- 
tence. It was in her own quest for ex- 
citement and adventure that Shirley 
became involved with Christian Brando. 

"I was in love and living with Chris- 


tian's best friend, Bill Cable, when | met 
Christian in Tahiti,” Shirley says. “There 
had been a big storm on one of the 
islands that Marlon owns and where he 
has a home. Bill and Christian were 
cutting down trees and cleaning up. Of 
course, | knew that Christian was Mar- 
lon Brando's son, but | was so head 
over heels in love with Bill, it didn't make 
much of an impression on me. 


“I was the only woman on the island 
and | think it caused some tension be- 
tween Bill and Christian. Christian was 
jealous and tried to cause friction all of 
the time. Once, Bill and | had an ar- 
gument and he went off by himself to 
go spearfishing. | was angry and 
wanted to go home, but there was no 
way | could get off the island. Christian 
took advantage of the situation and 


showed me a lot of sympathy. ‘Oh, 
honey,’ he would coo, ‘what's the mat- 
ter? Come, let's take a walk. You'll feel 
better.’ There are about a mil- 

lion places on the island to 

get lost, and we wan- 

dered into one of 
the many vacant 
huts. Christian 
kept talking to 
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me, and one thing led to another— 
before | realized it, we were fucking. 
It was passionate, but a quickie. 
Christian, always the coward, was 
afraid that Bill would catch us in 
the act.” 

The brief sexual episode with 
Christian unnerved Shirley. "I knew 
that | was in love with Bill,” she says, 
“but it was hard to put Christian out 
of my mind.” Shirley decided to re- 
turn home to California and remove 
herself from a dangerous situation. 
She had not heard from Bill or Chris- 
tian in several weeks when she re- 
ceived a phone call from Cable. He 
and Christian were coming home for 
Thanksgiving and he wanted her to 
pick them up at the airport. 

Waiting for the plane to arrive, 
Shirley felt somebody staring at her. 
“| was really decked out that day 
and getting extreme attention,” she 
explains. “People really do stare at 
me, and it's something I'm used to. 
Most of the time, | never look back, 
but this time | got nervous. Some- 
body was really checking me out. It 
reached the point where | thought it 
was rude. It's okay to look at and 
admire a wman—that's great—but 
this guy was pacing around and 
stalking me. 

got so pissed, | turned around 
and glared in his face. Oh my God, 
it was Marlon Brando! He got em- 
barrassed when | looked at him and 
turned away. | tapped him on the 
shoulder and said, ‘Hi, Marlon, I'm 
Shirley.’ He smiled at me and was 
very polite. ‘Shirley,’ he said, ‘it's so 
very nice to finally meet you.’ | men- 
tion this because Marlon has the 
reputation of being a sullen and pri- 
vate person, yet we spoke for about 
an hour as we waited for the plane 
to arrive. He asked me a million 
questions and was fascinated when 


| told him that I'm half-Apache. He's 
really into the Indian thing.” 

Back in California, Cable and 
Christian continued their close re- 
lationship, but Shirley's marriage to 
Bill was sliding downhill. Shirley 
found him clinging and draining, and 
they constantly argued. And then 
there was Christian. She was sex- 
ually attracted to him and couldn't 
get that day in Tahiti out of her mind. 
Still, as a married woman the indis- 
cretion troubled her, and she de- 
cided to avoid him. "It was too 
tempting being around Christian all 
the time,” she recalls, “but | didn't 
want to hurt Bill.” 

Several years before she had met 
Bill Cable, Shirley found herself in a 
similar situation with her first hus- 
band. But on that occasion she was 
tempted into a relationship with 
someone few women could have re- 
sisted—Elvis Presley, the king of 
rock 'n roll. "Greg, my husband, took 
me to the Hilton in Las Vegas where 
Elvis was performing,” Shirley re- 
calls. “Greg knew | was crazy about 
Elvis and got us a table in the front 
row. | wanted to get the King's at- 
tention that night and dressed real 
sexy. | knew he loved black-haired 
women, and to make certain he no- 
ticed me, | walked into the club after 
everybody was seated. During the 
show there was heavy eye contact 
between Elvis and me. Finally, he put 
down the mike and walked over to 
me. He put out his hands and | stood 
up and we embraced. Then we 
started to French-kiss. We kissed for 
at least 30 seconds, making out in 
front of the whole club and my hus- 
band. 

“I thought | was going to faint, but 
Elvis wouldn't let me go. Greg was 
CONTINUED ON PAGE 164 
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HARD BODIES 


Tom was tired of going to commercial health clubs. He hated the 
hassle of having to wait to use the equipment and was equally put off 
by the gyms’ impersonal atmosphere. Then he met Sandy. “My 
fitness program is different from most others,” she warned when Tom 
arrived for his introductory session. “Those pull-ups will help 
build up your deltoids and biceps, and there are more exercises that 
can strengthen your abdominals and pecs. But,” she said coyly, 
“there are other, less obvious muscles that should not be neglected.” 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY EARL MILLER 
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Tom, being no dumbbell, quickly discovered the bene- 
fits of having a personal trainer. “It's always better to 
exercise with a partner,” Sandy said breathlessly. Tom 
knew she was right. With Sandy there to coach him 
through each motion, he could easily reach the climax 
of his fitness career. 


“You've had 
atough work- 
out. Now 

let me help 
you mellow 
down,” the 
pretty instruc- 
tor whis- 
pered to her 
new protégé. 


Eager to learn as much as 
he could, Tom paid 

close attention. “This part 
really gets your juices 
flowing,” Sandy explained. 
Tom had never realized 

just how much fun pumping 
iron could be. 


All in all, Tom had to admit it had been a 
productive workout. “| find | have a real knack 
for turning limp wimps into men 
of steel,” Sandy said with a smile. O- 
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